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Howe,  Julia  Ward  Parricide  "O'er  the  warrior  gaointlet  gr 


O'er  the  \irarrioe  gauntled  grim 

Late  the  silken  glove  v/e  drew, 

Bade  the  watch-fires  slacken  dim 

In  the  dawn's  auspicious  hue. 

Stayed  the  armed  hefel; 

Stilled  the  clanging  steel; 

Joys  unwonted  thtilled  the  silence  through. 


Glad  drew  near  the  Easter- tide; 
And  the  thoughts  of  men  anew 
G?urned  to  him  v/ho  spotless  died 
^or  the  peace  that  none  shall  rue. 
Our  of  mortal  pain 
This  abiding  strain 

Issued:     "-^eace,  ray  peace,  I  give  to  You" 


Mnsing  o'er  the  silent  strings. 
By  their  apathy  opprest, 
V/aiting  for  the  spirit  wings, 
To  be  touched  and  soul-possessed, 
"I  am  dull,"    I  said: 
Treason  is  not  dead: 

Still  in  ambush  lurks  that  shivering  guest." 

Then  a  woman's  shriek  of  fear, 

Smote  us  in  its  arrowy  flighr; 

And  a  wonder  wild  and  drear 

I*id  the  hearts  of  men  unite, 

Has  the  seed  of  crime 

Reached  its  flowering-time 

That  it  shoots  to  this  audacious  height? 

'^en,  as  frosts  the  landscape  change, 
Stiffening  f r  m  the  summer's  glow, 
Grew  the  jocund  faces  strange. 
Lay  the  loftiest  emblems  low: 
Kings  are  of  the  past, 
Suffered  still  to  last; 

These  twin  crowns  the  present  did  bestow. 

Pair  assassin,  murder  white, 

With  thy  serpent  speed  avoid 

Bach  unsullied  household  lighr, 

Every  conscience  tmalloyed. 

Neither  heart  nor  home 

"here  good  angels  come 

Suffer  thee  in  nearness  to  a'^de. 


"landerer  of  the  gracious  "brow, 

The  Tintiring  blood  of  youth. 

Servant  of  an  evil  now, 

Of  a  crime  that  "beggars  ruth, 

Treason  was  thy  da.in, 

''^olfing,  when  the  Lamb. 

The  Anointed,  met  thy  venomed  tooth. 

With  the  tight eious  did  he  fall, 
"ith  the  ^nted  doth  he  lie; 
hile  the  gibbet's  vultures  call 
Thee,  that  • twixt  the  earth  and  sky, 
■disavowed  of  both 
In  their  Godward  troth. 
Thou  mayst  make  thy  poor  amend,  and  die. 

If  it  were  my  latest  breath, 
Doomed  his  bloody  end  to  share, 
I  would  brand  thee  with  his  death 
As  a  deed  beyond  despair. 

ince  the  Clirist  was  lost 
*or  a  felon's  cost, 

None  like  thee  of  i^engenance  should  beware. 

Leave  the  murderer,  noble  song, 

Helpless  in  the  toils  of  fate: 

To  the  just  thy  meeds  belong. 

To  the  martyr,  to  the  state. 

When  the  storm  beats  loud 

Over  sail  and  shroud, 

Tunefully  the  seaman  cheers  his  mate. 

Never  tempest  lashed  the  vave 
But  to  leave  it  fresher  calm; 
Never  weapon  scarred  th.^  brave 
But  their  blood  did  purchase  balm. 
Grod  hath  v^rit  on  high 
Such  a  victory 

As  uplifts  the  nation  with  its  psalm. 

Honor  to  the  heart  of  love. 

Honor  to  the  peaceful  will, 

Slow  to  threaten,  strong  to  move, 

Swif*       *h?ea*ea7  >s^i»«ftg  *e  meve 

Swift  to  rendor  good  for  ill! 

Glory  crowns,  his  end, 

And  the  captive's  friend 

Prom  his  ashes  raalces  us  freemen  still. 


Howe,  Mrs.  Jiilia  Ward  AlDraham  LincolnB  "Through  the  dim  pageant  of 

the  years, 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


Written  by  MRS  JULIA  WARD  HOWE  in  Her  90th  Year, 
and  Read  by  Her  at  the  100th  Anniversary  of  the  Birth  of  Abraham 
Lincolp,  Symphony  Hall,  Boston,  Feb  12,  1909. 


Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears : 
A  ca.bin  of  the  western  wild 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-born  child. 

Nor  nurse,  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go ; 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread. 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues  led. 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways. 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise. 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won. 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 

No  throne  of  honors  and  delights; 
Days  of  distrust  and  sleepless  nights. 
To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire. 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 

A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 

A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast. 

A  welcome  at  the  glorious  seat 

Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet; 

And.  thrilling  through  unnumbered  days. 

A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 

A  cry  that  ail  the  earth  shall  heed. 

To  God,  who  gave  him  in  our  need. 


Lincoln  Day  Poem  "Through  the  dim  pageant  of 

the  years 


LINCOL|*  DAY  POEM 

.  Z'''"'"  y^Mrs!  jiHia  l^ard  Howe 
in  her  90th  year,  and  read  by  her  at  the 
Symphony  Hall  celebration  of  the  looth 
anmversary  of  the  birth  of  Abraham 
Lincoln,  Feb.  13,  igog. 

Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears- 
A  cabin  of  the  Western  wild' 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-born  child. 

Nor  nurse,  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go- 
And  yet  a  nation!f;  help  and  hope  ' 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues  led 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won, 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 

No  throne  of  honors  and  delights- 
Distrustful  days  and  sleepless  nights 
To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire,  ' 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 

A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest 
A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast! 
A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat 
Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet; 

And,  thrilling  through  unmeasured  days 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise- 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed 
To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  need 


"ulia 


•1-hrougii  the  dim  pa<3eant  of 
the  years" 


Julia  Ward  Howe's 
Tribute  in  Poem 
K-ead  at  Poston 

nOSTON,  Feb.  12.— The  following 
poem,  written  iy  Julia  Ward 
Howe,  was  read  tier  at  the  Lin- 
coln anniversary  celebration  in 
Symphony  Hall  here  to-night; 

CHROUGH  the  dim  pageant  of  the 
years, 

f  A  wondrous  tracery  appears; 
A  cabin  of  the  Western  wild 
Shelters  to  sleep  a  new  born  child. 

OR  nurse  nor  parent  dear  can 
know 

The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go; 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

BEYOND  is  toil  for  daily  bread. 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues 
led, 

And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn. 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

'MAN  of  homely,  rustic  ways. 

Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's 
'praise. 

And  soon  earth's  highagt  meed  has 
won. 

The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 

no  throne  of  honors  and  delights; 
Distrustful  days  and  Bleepless 
nights. 

To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire. 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 

U  TREACHEROUS  shot,  a  sob  of 
J*  rest, 

A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 
A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat, 
Whera  blameless  souls  of  heroes 
meet. 

7¥ND  thrilling  through  unmeas- 

ured  days, 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed, 
To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  need. 


Howe,  J.  W.  Abraham  Lincoln  "Thro^h  the  dim  pagaent  of 

the  years 

Jo-urnal  of  Education 
M^ch  4,  ^909 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

BY   lULIA  WARD  HOWE. 

Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears; 
A  cabin  of  the  western  wild 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-born  child. 

Nor  nurse,  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go; 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread, 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues  led, 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

A  man  of  Iiomely,  rustic  ways, 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise. 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won. 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 

No  throne  of  honors  and  delights; 
Distinistful  days  and  sleepless  nights,  « 
To  struggle,  sufter,  and  aspire, 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 

A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 
A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 
A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat 
Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet; 

And,  thrilling  through  unmeasured  days, 

A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 

A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed, 

To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  need. 
Written  by  Mrs.  Howe  In  her  ninetieth  year  and  read  ' 
by  her  at  the  Lincoln  memorial    meeting   in  Symphony  i 
hall.  s 

 •t~^—-^  »i  ♦  m  j 


Howe,  J.  W. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


Mfhro-agli  the  dim  pagaent  of  the  years 


Journal  of  Education 
March  4,  1909. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

BY  TULIA  WARD  HOWE. 

Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears; 
A  cabin  of  the  western  wild 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-born  child. 

Nor  nurse,  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go; 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread, 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues  led, 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways, 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise, 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won. 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 
No  throne  of  honors  and  delights; 
Distrustful  days  and  sleepless  nights, 
To  struggle,  sufEer,  and  aspire. 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 
A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 
A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 
A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat 
Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet: 
And,  thrilling  through  unmeasured  days, 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed. 
To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  need. 
Written  by  Mrs.  Howe  in  her  ninetieth  year  and  read 
by  her  at  the  Lincoln  memorial   meeting   in  Symphony 
hall.  .  


Lincoln         "ThroTaghi  the  dim  paegent  of  the  ye^,r^* 


LINCOLN 

This  poem  was  written  by  Julia  Ward  Howe  in  her  ninetieth  year  and 
read  by  her  in  Symphony  Hall,  Boston,  on  the  centenary  of  the  martyred 
President's  birthday,  February  12,  1909. 

Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears : 
A  cabin  of  the  Western  wild 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-born  child. 

Nor  nurse  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go, 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread, 
And  thought  to  noble  issues  led. 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 


A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways, 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise, 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won. 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 

No  throne  of  honors  and  delights, 
Distrustful  days  and  sleepless  nights, 
To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire, 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 

A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 
A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 
A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat 
Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet. 

And  thrilling,  through  unmeasured  days, 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise, 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed,  , 
To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  ne,ed. 


/ 


Howe,  J\ilia  Ward      BATKjE  EW 

As  Lincoln  Read 
the  Bottle  Hymn 

Julia  Ward  Howe's  Poem  in 
Atlantic  Monthly  in 
February,  1862 


By  HARLOWE  R.  HOYT 

It  was  the  month  of  February, 
1862.  In  a  few  days,  Abraham  Lin- 
coln would  be  observing  his  fifty- 
third  birthday  amid  the  trials  and 
struggles  of  the  war-wracked  nation. 
Except  for  his  family  and  imme- 
diate friends,  none  would  observe 
the  occasion  that  later  would  be- 
come a  national  holiday. 

Less  than  a  year  had  passed  since 
Fort  Sumter  was  fired  upon  and 
little  more  than  six  months  since 
Washington  society  went  gaily  forth 
to  witness  the  first  Battle  of  Bull 
Run  only  to  come  back,  pellmell, 
realizing  indeed  that  war  really 
was  helL  and  not  a  gala  hohday. 
And  for  the  first  time  Lincoln  read 
"The  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 

Early  that  month,  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  had  published  a  poem  by 
a  writer  of  moderate  fame,  one 
Julia  Ward  Howe.  It  came  as  a 
birthday  present  for  the  great  eman- 
cipator and  though  neither  presi- 
dent nor  poet  realized  it  at  the 
time,  it  was  to  established  the  fame 
of  that  little  woman  far  more  than 
her  efforts  in  the  cause  of  woman  s 
suffrage  or  her  more  pretentious 
writings,  preserved  between  the 
covers  of  books. 

"Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic" 
Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the 

coming  of  the  Lord, 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where 

the  grapes  of  lurath  are  stored, 
He  has  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of 

his  terrible  swift  sword, 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

With  her  husband,  Samuel  Grid- 
ley  Howe,  who  was  on  the  sanitary 
commission,  Mrs.  Howe  was  m 
Washington  during  the  fall  of  bl 
and  the  spring  of  '62.  Even  with 
the  reports  of  the  battles  fought 
and  with  maimed  and  dead  being 
brought  back  to  the  capital,  the 
nation  had  not  truly  awakened  to 
the  merciless  days  ahead.  There 
were  encampments  about  the  city 
and  on  an  afternoon,  with  her  hus- 
band and  James  Freeman  Clark, 
Mrs  Howe  visited  them  to  witness 
a  review.  The  visit  came  to  an  un- 
timely end  when  couriers  brought 
reports  of  an  impending  attack. 

Back  to  Washington,  the  civilians 
hastened  and,  on  the  way,  they 
passed  lines  of  blue-coated  fight- 
ing men  joining  in  the  repetitious 
refrain  of  "John  Brown's  Body. 


OP  THE  REPUBLIC    "My  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the 

Mrs.  Howe  had  a  reputation  of '  Lord" 
wielding  a  facile  pen  She  had 
helped  her  husband  edit  that  palla- 
dium of  abolitionism,  the  Com- 
monwealth. She  had  written  a 
play  "Hippolytes"  for  Edwm  Booth 
and  Charlotte  Cushman  that  never 
saw  the  stage.  "The  World's  Own 
which  she  wrote  for  E.  A.  Sothern, 
enioyed  a  few  anemic  days  of  pres- 
enta^on.  But  these,  in  blank  verse, 
had  spread  her  reputation  as  a  ver- 

"'^''You  ought  to  write  new  words 
to  that  tune,"  Clark  suggested. 
"I'll  do  it,"  she  answered. 


Accomplishment 

The  Howes  were^quartgred  in  a_ 
T^iTanaTEarmght,  while  her  hus- 
band was  absent,  Julia  Ward  Howe 
watched  beside  her  children  and 
finally  fell  asleep.  She  awakened 
to  hear  the  song  re-echoing  from 
the  distance  where  watching  sol- 
diers lounged  beside  their  camp- 
fires  With  a  sudden  inspiration, 
she  rose,  lighted  a  candle  and  on 
some  odd  scraps  of  paper  set  down 
the  verses  that  were  to  make  her 
famous.  They  were  penned  almost 
as  they  stand  today. 

When  "The  Battle  Hymn  of  the 
Republic"  was  issued  in  the  At- 
lantic Monthly  it  won  instant  ap- 
preciation. Churches  and  choral 
societies  took  it  up.  Soldiers  sang 
it  as  they  marched  the  roads^  The  i 
famous  Hutchinson  family  added  it 
to  their  repertory  of  songs.  It  be-  | 
came  a  battle  cry  of  the  north  and 
perhaps,  the  only  other  song  of  that 
period  to  approach  it  in  popularity 
was  "We  Are  Coming,  Father  Abra- 
ham," that  Stephen  Collins  Foster 
composed  shortly  before  his  un- 
timely end. 

It  is  often  questioned  as  to 
whether  the  poem  would  have 
gained  its  tremendous  popularity 
had  it  been  written  to  another  tune. 
The  music  carries  a  tremendous 
power  and  never  fails  to  register, 
whether  the  words  be  mawkish 
John  Brown  or  Mrs.  Howe's  some- 
what effusive  lines.  But  the  an- 
swer seems  to  rest  here: 

Wherever  she  appeared— and  the 
'  woman  was  a  lecturer  and  public 
speaker  to  the  very  end— Julia  Ward 
Howe  invariably  was  called  upon 
to  read  the  Battle  Hymn.  Even  in 
her  old  age,  when  infirmities  forced 
her  to  remain  seated  upon  the  plat- 
form, again  and  again  she  read  the 
lines: 

In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was 

born  across  the  sea, 
j  With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  trans- 
figures you  and  me, 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us 
die  to  make  men  free. 
Julia  Ward  Howe  did  not  acquire 
any  considerable  wealth  from  her 
poem.  For  it,  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
paid  her  $4. 


CLEVELAND  PLAIN  n^AT.KR.  WEDNESDAY.  FEBRUAgYj^mT^ 


Lincoln       "Through  the  dim  pagaent  of  the 

years 


Lincoln 

Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears; 
A  cabin  of  the  Western  wild 
Shelters  to  sleep  a  newborn  child. 
Nor  nurse,  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go; 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 
Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues  led, 
And  courage  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 
A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways. 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise. 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won. 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 
No  throne  of  honors  and  delights; 
Distrustful  days  and  sleepless  nights, 
To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire. 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 
A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 
A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 
A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat 
Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet. 
And  thrilling  through  unmeasured  days, 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed. 
To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  need. 

— Julia  Ward  Howe. 
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This  poem  was  written  by  Julia  Ward  Howe  in  her  ninetieth 
year  and  read  by  her  in  Symphony  Hall,  Boston,  on  the  cen- 
tenary of  the  martyred  President's  birthday,  February  12, 
1909. 

Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears : 
A  cabin  of  the  Western  wild 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-born  child. 

Nor  nurse  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  feet  must  go, 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toil  for  daily  bread, 
And  thought  to  noble  issues  led. 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways. 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise. 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  won, 
The  seat  and  sway  of  Washington. 

No  throne  of  honors  and  delights, 
;  Distrustful  days  and  sleepless  nights, 

,  To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire, 

Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 

A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 
I  A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 

A  welcome  from  the  glorious  seat 
Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet. 

And  thrilling,  through  unmeasured  days, 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise, 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed. 
To  God,  who  gave  him  for  our  need. 
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Written  in  Honor  of  Centenary  and 
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Through  the  dim  pageant  of  the  years 
A  wondrous  tracery  appears: 
A  cabin  bf  the  western  wild 
Shelters  in  sleep  a  new-horn  child. 

Nor  nurse,  nor  parent  dear  can  know 
The  way  those  infant  f«et  must  go; 
And  yet  a  nation's  help  and  hope 
Are  sealed  within  that  horoscope. 

Beyond  is  toll  for  dally  bread. 
And  thought,  to  noble  issues  led. 
And  courage,  arming  for  the  morn 
For  whose  behest  this  man  was  born. 

A  man  of  homely,  rustic  ways, 
Yet  he  achieves  the  forum's  praise. 
And  soon  earth's  highest  meed  has  wor  , 
The  seat  and  sway  at  Washington. 

No  throne  of  honors  and  delights; 
Days  of  distrust  and  sleepless  nights. 
To  struggle,  suffer  and  aspire, 
Like  Israel,  led  by  cloud  and  fire. 
^  ' 

A  treacherous  shot,  a  sob  of  rest, 

A  martyr's  palm  upon  his  breast, 

A  welcome  at  the  glorious  seat 

Where  blameless  souls  of  heroes  meet; 

( 

And,  thrilling  through  unnumbered  days, 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 
A  cry  that  all  the  earth  shall  heed, 
To  God,  who  gave  him  in  our  need. 


I 


